NOT        ACCORDING        TO        RULES

There was nothing more of any use to be said. The
Major put down the "phone.

" I'd hate to see anything happen to that boy up
there," he said to the C.P.O.

Two a.m. It was time for the A.C.P.O. to relieve
the Command Post Officer. His servant shook him
out of his heavy slumber and saw that his hand
closed safely round the mug of hot, strong tea.

" We're still here, are we ? " the A.C P.O. exclaimed,
sleepily getting his bearings. ' Anything fresh,
Major ? Is the machine-gun lad still operating ? "

" He's doing a grand job," replied the Major. " I
only hope it won't be wasted."

" That means the infantry haven't arrived, I
suppose. I was hoping they'd take advantage to
steal in on my slumbers. Looks as though I've woke
up in time for the grand finale."

As the A.C.P.O. sipped his hot tea, and thought
how comforting it was, he was seized with com-
punction.

" I think I'll take our machine-gun pal a present,"
he said. " He deserves it. A nice flask of hot tea.
You don't mind carrying on for a bit ? " he asked
the C.P.O. " I won't be away long."

In a few minutes he was on his way to the slope,
threading the slack telephone wire through his hand
for guidance. As he drew near the crest he began to
whistle " Rule Britannia " quite audibly to prevent
himself being fired on.

The Machine-Gun officer welcomed him as only a
man can who is weary of loneliness and longing for
someone to have a chat with. The A.C.P.O. thought
there was something quite pathetic in his unconcealed
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